STRAIGHT and deliberate falls the rain,
The plane-trees are clad, at last,
In their gauzy veil of fresh buds,

The soft expanse of the valley is dim and shrouded
beneath us:

Above, the pine-woods climb.
Sturdy, unwearied, up to the snow:

0 Father, as evening comes down on this beauty and joy,
We bring Thee, here in the dreamy twilight,
Our lives once more:

Make Thou this beauty and joy, this infinite peace,
Part of ourselves,

May we live in it all our lives, and in Thee who art Sum
and Source of it all.
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I OR Thy mountains, 0 Father,
We thank Thee this day:

For Thy deep-cut valleys,

FiUed with Thy solemn music of turbulent waters:

For Thy forests hanging above,
With their stately and ancient trees:

For Thy crags that jut from the forests,
Shattered and thunder-riven:
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